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EDITORIAL NOTE. 


At the time of writing we, tn common with 


the rest of the civilised world, found ourselves 
watting in anxiety for the latest news of our 
beloved Oueen. 


Owing to our large circulation 


wz 7s necessary for us to go to press many days before our paper actually reaches the public, 


and it has been impossible for us, therefore, to give any adequate expression of the deep sorrow 


which we share with all our fellow subjects. 
announcement, anything calculated to raise a 


forgive us tf we jested before the decp shadow 


We fully realise that, after so mournful an 
smile 7 out of place. 
overlooR us. 


But our readers must 








MOTLEY NOTES BY THE 
3 BLACK CAT. 


“SN ROM the “ Military Dictionary” (published by Methuen) : 
—{  —*“Rout,” verb active: To break the ranks of an 
enemy, fling them into utter confusion, defeat them 
N.B.—In routing an enemy it is as well to do 
80 at as little loss to yourself as possible, as more than one 
fout is necessary to the complete annihilation of the enemy or 
(L. vuptus pp. of rumpo, to break ; must not be 


SONG OF THE BLACK CAT. 


O it’s not a bad world, merry masters, 
Not half a bad world for a cat, 
I never grow weary or find the day dreary, 
I merely mee-ow and grow fat ; 
When I’m ready for tea I mee-ow, 
And if it’s not brought there’s a row ; 
I mew when I want to go out for a run— 
Man opens the door for me !—Deary, that’s Fun! 


o 


0 it’s not a bad world, merry masters, 
There’s just this and that you must shun ; 

But note that life’s funny, don’t fiet about money 
A penny will buy you your Fun ; 


When you’re worried and bored take a nap 
With the purring black cat on your lap, 
Forty winks o’er the fire, or a snooze in the sun, 
Then awake !—with a merry man’s blessing on Fun. 
A journalist suggests that these paragraphs of the Black 
Cat should be called, not Pars, but Paws. “ Foot-prints” 
would do equally well. 


Not everyone knows that Sir Henry Irving possesses a 
very caustic wit. Let this story enlighten them. Some little 
time ago a young actor, who had been earning elsewhere some 
{7 a week, applied for a “shop” at the Lyceum. After a few 
minutes conversation Irving asked, “ And what salary do you 
expect!” With his heart in his mouth the applicant replied, 
“Er—er—er, £20 a week.” Irving looked him steadily in the 
eyes for a very long moment, and then, quite quietly, quite 
kindly, remarked “ Are you sure that would be enough ?” 

Major Pond’s book, of which all the world is talking just 
now, bears the title “ Eccentricities of Genius: Memories of 
Famous Men and Women of the Platform and the Stage.” ’Tis 
passing cumbrous. Why not “ Across the Herring Pond,” dear 
Major ? 

It is rumoured that Mr. Beerbohm Tree is writing a book. 
May we expect the flowers of rhetoric on every leaf of this 
arboreal work ! 
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The other day at a Book Tea one of the guests arrived 
with innumerable tram tickets decorating his smooth black 
coat. He had to explain the design. The book was “Tales 
of Many Car-goes.” And some one actually exclaimed that 


he wanted punching. 


There is much discussion as to the very neatest Limerick 
that has ever leapt from the human brain. We quote the 
following as a likely winner in any moderately fair 
competition : 


“There was an old woman of Tweedle, 
Who sat down in church on a needle, 
‘Tho’ deeply embedded 
"T'was luckily threaded, 
So was promptly pulled out by the beadle.” 


lf our readers know of any so terse, so graphic, so sharply 
dramatic as this one, the Black Cat will be glad to see them, 


and proud to print them 


\ man of parts Dean Hole. 

[| was patiently sitting in a full omnibus at Waterloo 
Station the other morning, waiting till the conductor had 
quite finished discussing the generalship of Kitchener with his 


fellows on the railway footpath, when a stout old gentleman, 
norting and panting, clambered on to the step and thrust his 
head, with a tremendous put, into the ’bus, He stood there, 
putting like a porpoise or steam engine, for a minute, then he 


wasped disgustedly, “ No room!” “ Not even breathing-room,” 


ud It, shielding my face, 
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COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON. 
WELL. AUNTIE, | 





WISH YOU another Happy Century.” 


FEBRUARY 2, Igor, 
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How doth the little busy Stead 
Belie his country’s forces ? 

By swallowing every lie that comes 
From anti-England sources. 

I read in a contemporary “the discussion on the correct 
way of writing ‘man’ as pronounced by the Scotch stil} 
continues.” Some write mon, some write mun, some write 
min. The discussion is a new edition of “The Rights of 


Man.” 


One realises the brilliance of this age when reading riddles 
composed by tiny tots. One of our contemporaries has latel; 
extracted some of these compositions from its juvenile readers, 
and really most of the witticisms are wondrously heat. Take 
this: ““When do teeth usurp the functions of the tongue ?”— 
“ When they chatter.” Or this: “ Why is a lady’s waist lik 
a good house-dog ?”—“ Because it’s let loose at night.” And 
this: “ Why is bicycling like new milk ?”—“ Because it makes 
the calves strong.” 


One of the very best school examination stories is that of 
the answer supplied by a brilliant little girl to the question, 
“What is an average?” “Please, sir,” she answered, “ it’s , 
thing as hens lays on.” It reminds one of the witty school 
master who once convulsed his dutiful form by suddenly 
asking, during questions on the multiplication table, “ How 
many fowls go to a rod, pole, or perch ?” 

A Litrte ENGLAND Lay. 
[ remember, I remember, 
The land where I was bred ; 
That little vulgar spot of green 
(In maps it’s always red). 
It seemed in childhood’s foolish days 
A kind, a gracious place, 
Sut now—I wish an earthquake would 
Pom-pom it into space ! 


[ remember, I remember, 
The lessons father taught, 
To love my country best of all— 
The bigot said I ought ! ‘ 
How insular my mind was then, 
But now, O! holy joy, 
To know I’m far more Boer and Finn 
Than when I was a boy. 

The old way of writing the present capital of England wa’ 
Londen. Now we write it London, and everybody pronounces 
in Londun. Oddly enough this presents us with an [.0.U. 

A prematurely bald young man entered a barber’s shop the 
other day and sat himself down in the vacant chair with that 
aggressive complacency which proclaims the cheerful Cockney. 
The barber looked at him for a moment, and then said, a little 
unkindly, “ Hair cut?” “No,” said the partially-bald one, “# 
shave ; you leave the upper ten alone.” The barber, recoverilé 
his self-possession, immediately removed the submerged tenth. 








apropos baldness, I was helped to whisky the other day bY 
a dear friend of mine whose hair has long since gone the way 
of all flesh. The whisky was strong, I protested. ‘Tts 
enough,” said I, gasping, “to blow the roof off one’s) a 


My host smiled. “It’s long ago taken the thatch off mi B’ 
sald, wistfully. q 
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WELL, SQUIRE, MAY BE [ Was 


C 2-Dreek— 


Zumerzet Rustic.—* 
ME TO GO TO THE DENTIST AND HAVE A TOOTH OUT. 


SQUIRE, I MUST HAVE OVERZOTTEN ’EN.” 
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TOWERS T ‘(CORRESPONDENTS Sir H. C-mps- LL B-NN-RM-N.—Yes, there are two sides to 
ANSWERS TO CURES 7 ee every question. No; we doubt very much whethe, 
a : both can be always right. 
- ” mory. I think é ee 
- BTNEY.— Quoting _*: oy i the Dr. P-RK -R.—The name you want is Icarus. The “setting” 
a a cepa Why of the Sun still continues. 
“LAY NOT UP FOR YOURSELF TREASURE ON THE Karty,” 


author. Sorry to hear you are feeling so t0W. a \ 
; ake off these new acquaintances | ry en 
not try and shake off these new acq Apply to any sec¢ md-rate solicitor. 


Mr. L--N-RD U 


Keating. 
Me Auryr-p A-sT-N. " I 
Tartar” with “ Pestle and Mortar. . 
or examulnations. 


The National Liberal Club might suit 
The National Libe Cake ts As account for them. 


Mr. AUGUSTINE BirrELL has been denouncing “ the conduct 
There is no easy handbook on Finance. of the last General Election.” It did certainly behave unkindly 
useful work for to the Liberal Party. 


XN ‘ou cannot rhyme - Wrestle the ’ : e m 
si dada THERE were no fewer than 400 barristers at the recent har 
3ut there were equally numerous “causes” to 


“A RANK OuTsIpER.” 
you. But | must warn you, Dr. 


member, 


Lorp D-FF-R-N. “asy 
But Colenso’s Arithmetic 1s a 


beginners. , ’ eid 2 
| S_.-sp-ry.—It was Urban the Kighth who had so Sunpry new public-houses are being established and 
AORD 3 “Ih Sf as . a ° ; j ‘tar ‘ Vay ’ 
many nephews he didn’t know what to do. dee managed by Bishop Jayne of Chester and Karl Grey 
pith }t*}) a Ss a" ’ ‘ . : ; J 
, Nij stad il tected 2 “ Ja(y)ne Grey licensed to sell beer, ete.” 
Te) ~~ (> if) ck. e 


rr — THE following question was asked in the 
nglish paper of a matriculation examina. 
tion set in January, 1901. 


b \ ‘ : . . ° 
f “Name any of the works of high distine 
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1 tion written in the century now ending and 


, , | outline any one of them.” 

bag aut @ We have been asked to supply an answer, 
t | Ae ~ \" Cy So far as we are aware the only “ work of 
eb ! Se, , A — high distinction” in “the century now 
} F 5 \ ending” is the new series of Fun. But 
fi e j — \ “eS the twentieth century 1s making for an un- 
a \ ~ ay a . i conscionably long ending if it is beginning 
J a : to end already. 
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7 oe, ’ : 
» Bee Fy \\ : Miss ELizABETH Rostns has written a 
| : | paper in the Pall Mall Magazine entitled 
/ | “The Golden Miners of the Frozen North.” 





Si AN , Surely “The Frozen Miners of the Golden 
| ; | North” would have been the more 
)/) j , | appropriate title. 
f >» \ \ ; | ———— 
\ TaN | ) | A GOOD-LOOKING young woman was 
a , | j . recently convicted of throwing a snowball 7 
oe” _ at a smiling policeman. The girl was fined 
_ two shillings for hitting the ‘“ bull’s-eye.” 
: ; The sport was certainly worth the money. 
at _ Sirr,—| 
GERMANS are not often accused of about t 
——— = humour, but that quality can no longer Sxtraor 
“i. " be denied to the State department which the str 
— regulates the brewing of beer. It is enacted remark 
that “salicylic cid is only allowed to be © one lig 
used in making beers for exportation.” © She oth 
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| BOTANY BITS. 
| mn . | For a Housemaid: -—Broom. them u 
; | | ¢é | For a Cook :—Pans-y. inci 
Lt f | rowed | For a Schoolmaster :— Beet. 
the | | For a Quaker :—Elder. 
For a Singer :—Bella donna. 
For a Prisoner :—Dock. SY 
For a Bore :—Chestnuts. pnineéct 
= { "ey TAG qe N . 
it, YoU CAN'T EXPECT TO HAVE THE WHOLE STREET To YoursELF. Isn’r A | ee coe oe 
SIDE STREET GOOD ENOUGH FOR YOUR CHESTNUTS 2” For the R ader :—Sick o’ mor 




















STRAND AND FLEET STREET IMPROVEMENTS—January 16, 190] 


olive did “) ") a0 +s 7 “ - 7 
Policeman to Chestnut Man.—“Now THEN, NOW THEN, DON’T ARGUE ABOUT 
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REST. 


“WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH MatgEy?”—‘ GOT A SPIKE IN HIS FOOT.” 


“WHY DOESN'T HE PULL IT ouT?”—“ WHAT! IN HIS DINNER-HOUR? 


PLANETARY COMMUNICATION, 
(To THE EprTror or “ Fun.” 
Sir,—l was leaving my club in Pall Mall, as is my habit, at 
about twelve o'clock last night when I became aware of an 
extraordinary phenomenon. In place of the usual gas lamp at 
the street corner I distinctly saw two lights. The most 
remarkable thing about this manifestation was that whereas 
© one light appeared to flicker in a more or less steady manner, 
© the other moved about, altering its distance from the stationary 
lamp in an irregular and perplexing fashion. At the same 
me I thought I noticed a curious movement in the paving 
Stones, as if some powerful magnetic influence were attracting 
them upwards. Considerably disturbed in my mind by this 
incident, I hailed a hansom cab. The vehicle drew up at the 
illating kerbstone, and as I climbed into it I involuntarily 
ized upwards into the sky. The action momentarily deprived 
le of my equilibrium, but I did not regret the accident, as I 
fas the witness of a strange coincidence that I cannot help 
bnnecting with the phenomena which preceded it. Jn the 
par vault of the heavens above me shone a red star. As I 
ked at it the star blinked or winked, divided rapidly into 
wo separate bodies, and then, with a second blink or wink, 


| 


















a 2 m » , 
NoT LIKELY.’ 


resumed its normal appearance. It flashed upon me as I fell 
between the kerb and the wheel of the hansom that the star at 
which I had been gazing was the planet Mars, and that I had 
just been the fortunate witness of an undoubted attempt on 
the part of its inhabitants to establish communication with 
this earth. The unaccountable light flashed, no doubt, from 
a Martian mirror, and the strange pavement-quake strengthened 
me in my conviction. I should be much obliged, therefore, if 
you would give publicity to this letter, in order that the world 
may ascertain if the same phenomenon has been observed by 
the members of other clubs in the vicinity.—I am, &c., 
OBSERVOR. 
EDITORIAL NOTICE, 

The Editor willssbe glad to receive for consideration sketches, 
besides literary contributions, in the shape of paragraphs, jokes 
suitable for Ulustration, and short verses. Contributors are specially 
requested to place their names and addresses on their MSS. and on 
the backs of sketches. The Editor will not be responsible for the 
return of artistic or literary contributions which he may not be able to 
use, and the receipt of a proof must not he taken as evidence that an 
article 1s accepted. Publication in Fun alone will he recognised as 
Where stamps are enclosed, the Editor will do his best to 
return those contributions which he does not require. 


acceptance. 
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A TRUE CHICAGO RETORT. 
[lee —“ It’s A VERY FINE Crry, ISN’? IT?” 


She.—“ WALL. 1 GUESS IT WILL BE WHEN IT’S FINISHED.” 








‘Peace is more strong than war, and 
gentleness 
Where force were vain, makes con- 
quest o'er the wave ; 
And love lives on and hath a power to 


bless, 
When they who loved are hidden in 
the grave.” — Lowell. 


“From his Royal head 
| he Kaiser took his crown,and on the bier 
Laid the rich offering,” 


( harle S Kinasle i/. 


‘Then each keep silence, praying God 
to spare 
His anger, cast not England quite 
away, 
In this her visitation.” 
— Robert Browning. 
“The nation hears 
In this deep knell—silent for three- 
score years, 
An unexampled voice of awful 
memory.” 
— Wordsworth. 
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ee 
VICTORIA. 


JANUARY 22ND, 1901. 


Across the Solent’s leaden waste, 
seyond the shadowed Isle of Wight, 
By wide empurpled clouds embraced, 
The sun goes down, and all is night : 
The wind hangs moaning o’er the sea, 
And the stars glimmer from infinity, 
Q little island, dimly seen 
Across the waters’ troubled roll, 
Thy coasts enshrine an Empire’s Queen, 
Thou holdest earth’s most  precioys 
soul, 
And round thy shores the world is met. 
The eyes of straining continents are wet, 
Hark ! thro’ the gloom a tolling bell 
That mingles with the ocean’s dirge ! 
Earth trembles listening to that knell] 
A new-born sorrow moves the surge: 
Come, let us mourn ; an age 1s dead, 
The sweetest human soul from earth has 


fled. 








“Her Court was pure ; her life serene: 

God gave her peace ; her land reposed 

A thousand claims to reverence 
closed 

In her as Mother, Wife, and Queen.” 


lah 
_ T' HMYSON 


“Through weary years of separation: 
... through the tenfold bitterness of 
the sorrow which might so easily have 
been joy, and the tenfold yearning for 
glorious life struck down in its prime; 
through all these agonies you fail not.” 
— Ruskin, 

‘Her subjects had the full benefit ot 
her virtues, which far predominated over 
her weaknesses . . . Her speech did win 
all affections.” —Sir Walter Scott 


“Gentle Lady, may thy grave 
Peace and quiet ever have ; 
After this thy travail sore, 
Sweet rest seize thee evermore. 
Here, besides the sorrowing. 
That thy noble house doth bring, 
Here be tears of perfect moan, 
Wept for thee in Helicon, 
And some flowers, and some bays, 
For thy hearse, to strew the ways. 
— Vilton. 
“T think this nation’s tears, poured 
thus together, 
Nobler than shouts ! I think this 
funeral 
Grander than crownings, though @ 
Pope bless all : 
I think this grave stronger tlpan 
thrones ! ” 
—Elizaheth Barrett Brawn 
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SHAKESPEAREAN EPITAPHS FOR BUSINESS MEN. 


Tue Baker :—* Tell me where is fancy bred.” 

Tue Borconer :—*O that this too solid flesh would melt !” 

Tue Grazier :—“* The glass of fashion.” 

Tux Swimmer :—“ To take arms against a sea of troubles.” 

Tue CommerctaL TRAVELLER ;—“ The undiscovered country, 
from whose bourne no traveller returns.” 

Tur Tatok :—“ This was the most unkindest cut of all.” 

Tue Barner :—“ Thy knotted and combined locks to part.” 

Tue Musician :—“Still harping on my daughter.” 

Tue Strversmiru :—“ Here's metal more attractive.” 

Tur Artist :—“ Look here upon this picture, and on that.” 

Tue Lawyer :—“’Tis brief, my lord.” 

Tue Financier :—“ Put money in thy purse.” 

Tue Fisumoncer :—‘A very ancient and fish-like smell.” 

Tue Banker :—“1 knowa bank where the wild thyme blows.” 

Tur Frorrerer :—“ A goodly apple rotten at the core.” 

Tur Sapper :—“ At least we'll die with harness on our backs.’ 

Tue Enecrrictan :—“ Out, out, brief candle !” 

Tur Actor :—“ A poor player that struts and frets his hour 
upon the stage.’ 

Tue Mineman :— “A little fire is quickly trodden out.” 

Thue Consurer :—“T know a trick worth two of that.” 

Tue Jockey: “A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse !’ 

The DENTIS1 “Familiar in their mouths as household 


word 


f\ 
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A COURTEOUS REFUSAL. 
Mrs. Suburban (to applicant for situation ).—“ WELL, 
HAVE YoU GoT YOUR CHARACTER WITH YoU THIS TIME?” 
Applicant.—“ No, But I’ve cor YouRS, AND IT’s A 
BEAUTY, AND I pon’? want Your oLp SITUATION.” 











FASHION’S VAGARIES. 
(A Warning.) 


Iv in Society you'd shine, 
And in “the Swim” be ever, 
Please read this ‘‘ Pome ”—don’t skip a line— 
Though you be e’er so clever. 
You may not know that Pole Carew 
May trip up the unwary. 
He is no parrot—it is true— 
Sut still he is Poll Carey ! 


If you know any one called //ome, 
My word, he'll fret and fume, sir ! 
If testy, at the mouth he’ll foam, 
Unless you call him //ume, sir ! 
Levison Gower if you say, 
Then never say it more, O ! 
There’s good 4lood there—and, by the way, 
They call it Lewson Gore O ! 


Marjorthanks ! Oh fie! For shame! 
Wherever were you bred now? 

The “ Hupper Crust” don’t know that name 
But Marshbanks say instead now. 

It “ Leauchamp” you should ever hear, 
rom friends don’t fail to teach ’em, 

Pills or no pills, ’tis very clear 
They must pronounce it Beecham ! 





THE wages paid to the nursemaid may accurately be 
termed the only innocent kind of hush money. 

ArMY Missionaries have cause to congratulate themselves. 
Lord Roberts has ordered the immediate conversion of 
12,000 cavalry. 

ry’ J AJ : ‘ ‘ . F : 

[HERE is one function from which a man never absents 
himself because of a previous engagement. Need we say that 
it is his own wedding. 


) 


*Goop gracious !” exclaimed the alarmist, “what’s to be 
ne ' ai 
done? The gun-sights are all missing from the ‘ Barfleur and 
the ‘Alexandria !’” 
“Well,” drawled the phlegmatic individual, “T guess it’s 
no use sending sightless guns to sea !” 


To tulfil a high office no man can be fit 
Unless Nature endows him with wisdom or wit : 
But the fortunate monarch may boast of a prize 
Who is served by a servant both Witte and Wise. 

A DISAPPOINTED suitor threatened to commit suicide if the 
young lady wouldn’t marry him, and he told her so. 

‘ » ” ; > 

“Oh! well,” said she, “when you have given me that proof 
of your affection I will believe that your love is genuine.” 


TH E newspapers state that a banker in Paris has absconded. 
leaving a large deficit behind. Mrs. Brown thinks that it was 
very good of the poor man to leave it, when he might have got 
off clear with everything. ‘ 

Mrs. Brown says her son has bought a horse so spirituous 
that he a'ways goes off in a decanter. 
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THE 
DRAMAPHONE. 


«“ WEET Julia Neilson 
of the Globe” has 
returned tous. The 

part suits the leading actress 

much more than “ Sweet 

Nell of Old Drury,” and 

Miss Neilson is ever so 

much nicer than Nell 

Gwynn, because she is still 

alive. Other points of com- 

parison are denied us. Mr. 

Kester, the author of the 

play which has gone to the 

Globe from the Haymarket, 
mid the provinces, said to 
himself, “ I don’t know any- 
thing about Nell Gwynn or 
Old Drury, so I will make 
my heroine quite unlike 
anything we have read 
about Nelly, and make her 
appear in incidents which 
would have been quite 
impossible at Old Drury, 
and call my play “Sweet V12 wade 
Nell of Old Drury.” And 

in this way he wrote a most 

entertaining and interesting 


DIAGNOSIS. 


piece. Old Lady (who has just fetched a policeman).—“1 vHInk THE Poor GENTLEMAN I3 IN 


SOME KIND OF A Fir.” 

The play comes back fresh 
and enlivening. It is a 
capital costume melodrama, 
capitally acted by Mr. Fred Terry, Mr. Abingdon, Mr. 
Calvert, Miss Neilson, and the other members of the 
company. To see Miss Neilson take Mr. Abingdon’s wig 
and robe and thereupon mistaken by everybody for Judge 
Jetfreys is a most luminous example of the perspicacity of a 
past age. To witness the fooling of Jetfreys by Nell is dis- 
proof positive that any intellectual acumen diluted the 
murderous proclivities of Jeffreys, J. (slang: Jeffries, jay). It 
also shows how much more brains there are on the stage than 
on the bench. 


We shall have to have a modernised version of “ The 
Merchant of Venice” if our susceptibilities—and how sus- 
ceptible we are nowadays—are not to be offended. At the 
performance of the play by the Benson company at the 
Comedy Theatre our sympathies went out entirely to poor 
ill-used Shylock. How shamefully everyone treats him. The 
Christians are presented in a most odious light. Antonio 
is a sanctimonious old humbug ; Alonzo, stealing the ducats 
besides the daughter, is beneath contempt. Penniless Bassanio 
borrows money to woo rich Portia under false pretences. 
Zola himself could not paint society in more unsparing 
colours. It was all very well done at the Comedy. 

Mr. Penley has been ill and “Charley's Aunt” at the 
little Great Queen Street Theatre has been temporarily 
withdrawn. Without the popular comedian the management 
evidently thought that “Charley’s Aunt” would be Pounds, 
Shillings, and Penleyless. 


Policeman.—“SKEMS 0 Me rv’s a Tiogutr Fir, Mum.” 


It is said that when Mr. Gillette comes to the Lyceum to 
play the part of the celebrated detective, Sherlock Holmes, in 
a story which did not appear in the famous series, the audience 
will have an appropriate task in detecting Conan Doyle. 


We are promised two sets of “Masks and Faces,” one at 
the Haymarket and one at the Prince of Wales’s. We may be 
sure that neither the Mistress Woftington of Miss Emery nor 
of Miss Tempest will be merely a Peg on which to hang pretty 
dresses. 


It is rumoured that Mr. In-Clement Scott is to have a 
fancy portrait painted—as a wood-chopper, trying to fell 
a Tree, 


The seals at the Hippodrome are stamped on our memory 
The die is cast fora truly intelligent interpretation of any of 
the abstruser dramatists—Ibsen, Maeterlinck, Bernard Shaw, 
Cecil Raleigh —seals must be engaged for all the more 
difficult characters. One of the members of the seal company 
at the Hippodrome gives an intellectual reading to the part 
of head-balancer we have never seen surpassed. The manner 
in which he balances upon his nose a billiard cue surmounted 
by a cannon ball is a marvel of deportment. Another catches 
conical caps upon his head with truly artistic feeling. The 
observation they give to the comedy of conjuring argues 
histrionism of a high order. For farce, no longer motley, but 
ealskin’s the only wear. The Hippodrome seals are wonderful 
—that is our opinion, signed, sealed, delivered. 
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The pantomime of “(tnderella ” at the Hippodrome Is a 
big spectacle, and the biggest item ray | the spectacle 1s the 
slip per. It is a very Jarye slip per, a very ungallant slipper. 
A slipper—nay, it is a seven-leagued hoot. The pretty acwens 
who has to declare that it fits her should refuse so to perjure 
herself. It would fit a Chicago Cinderella. The management 
have told us that this wonderful slipper cost a very large ~_ 
f money. But then it isa very large slipper. It is easy to 
lay out ‘a lot of money on a park, It may be gathered that 
this Jipper has got upon our nerves, It has. Otherwise, the 
fairy pantomime 1s altogether delightful, pretty, me rry; 
heilliant. From head to heel the Hippodrome programme 1s 


HI Tnenise, Especially at the heel. 


Mr. Tree sugyvests that all managers who play Shakespeare 
hould pay a fee of 2) per cent, toa fund for the production of 
purely artistic plays which are not produced under present 
circumstances because there is no chance of them proving 
fnaneally successful. We did not think that it would be 
Mi Tree who would be the first in an insidious attempt to 
uake Shakespeare unpopular. But we shall resolutely refuse 
to pay for our tall at Her Majesty’s during the run. of 
Twelfth Night” if twopence halfpenny of its cost is going 

well the coffers of the Society for the Inftliction of Awful 


I} fon unhappy play Lael 
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ENGLISH AS SHE IS’ SPOKE. 
Groverness.— ACH, GHILDREN, ID RAINS AGAIN, AND | 


[AM BITTEN, TVICE I LOOK sHy.” 


FUN. 


HAF BEEN VONCE 
ALLREADY VETT Mirr ouT MEIN OMBRELLA. As you ENGLANDERS SAY, VoNcE 
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Fancy Shakespeare bute ‘hered to make an Ibsen holiday ! 
ven Mr. Archer would surely protest. Or would the superior 
critics Grein and bear it ! 





The County Council is about to take steps against certain ‘ 
managers who allow people to stand in the gangways of their bs 
theatres. Other managements are anxious for the Council to : 
take measures to force people to sit in their seats. Only ; 
forcible measures will be effective ; the seats will otherwise be t 
empty THE STAGE Coacu. 

Kart Roserts has postponed many of his City engage- 
ments. He is in no hurry to meet his /éte. 

Tue Muscovite is incurably susceptible. His flirtation with 
France is only just over and we are already threatened with a 
Russian amour in the Far East. i 

THE coming County Council election will, it is feared, # 
only a Moderate success. E 

Sik Hiram MAxi™ does not approve of the action of thi 4 
(Giovernment in buying big guns from Germany. It would, 4 
according to his contention, have been more economical to a 
Hiram in England. q 

s 
r7. - oni vc 
THE TUBE. 

By a Briious ’Bus DRIver. E 


| comE from haunts of “ bull” and “ bear,” 
| burrow under basements ; 
| rob the cabman of his fare, 
And crack the merchant’s casements. 
[ sap the walls of pub. and shop, 
To frighten timid people, 
And rents and ceilings both may drop, 
And likewise Bow Church steeple. 
| spoil the poor old parson’s text, 
| set his people grumbling 
At having of their slumbers vexed 
by subterranean rumbling. 


sut lor! such things don’t trouble me, 
In any sort of manner, 
And I will give for twice one D 
What ought to cost a tanner. 


| lead the City clerk astray 
By dark and devious courses, 

What used to smoke his pipe all gay, 
Behind a pair of ’orses. 

And rattle, rattle, as I go, 
To jolt the silly cusses, 

What ought to have the sense to know 
They’re better off in buses. 


| glide, I gloom round sudden curves, 
Krom morn till night I go it; 

I’m very bad for people’s nerves, 
And some day p’r’aps they’ll know it. 

But there, such things don’t worry me 
In any sort of manner, 

While I can give for twice one D 

What ought to cost a tanner, 
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A FIRST FRENCH EXERCISE. 
‘ 
‘ ro” 

tel TCH FLUENTLY 7” * 
She.-—“ THoen Mr. MILLEY, YOU SPEAK FRENCH FLUEN ot cum ininie tial eS 
A . ~ - e Ps - : , ’ : ’ : , 

—_ 3 LEARNING, A} 

‘AN SAY THAT, BUT [ AM 
He.—“I cAN HARDLY 8S 
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A POLICE REPORT. 


By THE PRISONER. 


r OTHER night hi wheeled the washin’ ter its ome in 
the pram myself as my youngest, which 1s Flo, ‘ad 
heen awt fetchin’ er poor father’s supper heer. Aw 

ter be troothful hit were the very pram my son George myde, 

‘im as is so clever with ‘is ‘ands, now being dahn Heelin’ wye. 

The washin’ were pinned hup in the dye afore yesterdye’s 

hevenin’ paper, as my ‘ushand kin swear ter on hoath—if 

NeCsaSsAry, 

Now hi (all in a worrit, the gennulmen as hi wash fer 
bein’ that particuler as ter ’avin ‘is wash ’ome ter the minit), 
ad on my pram three shirts, two pair 0’ sox, ‘arf-a-dozin 
collers, an’ the bill on top, the ‘ole pinned hup as hi ‘ave afore 
aid. Suddingly mye pram drops ‘arf dahn a ole, an’ hi ‘ears 
4 groanin’ ani a-moanin,’ 

“Old 'ard,” sez a voice in the deffs. “There’s already a 
Kilbin an’ Victoria, two brown Wal’am Greens, an’ a pink 
Sloane Square, not ter menshin’ two Pickfords, an’ a ‘ole 
assorted keb-rank dahn ‘ere.” 

So hi wheels the pram dahn annuver street, an’ quick 
like trikes a secind ‘ole all barryeaded hup. “Ver carn’ 
cross ‘ere,’ sez a watchman, a-smokin’ a clay pipe.“ We're the 
Noo River a-constructin’ a branch canel dahn Bond Street, an’ 
him takin’ care o’ the plyce whilst the men tykes a six-week 
rest.” Then hi wheels dalin ’eeps o? turnin’s, but never a one 

o vem but was bein’ a dug hup. 

Then hi goes inter a pub fer hinfermashun, and there hi 
meets a carman as limpas a coller in soak, Sez ’e: “ Hive 
heen tryin’ ter get ter Black’eath since las’ week.” “ Black- 
eath,” sez hi. “ Whot may you be doin’ in Oxford Street this 
time oo night?” 
Bridge, an’ the gas ‘as got ‘old o’ Westminster. The electrics 
ave stopped hup Waterloo, an’ a dray ’as broke dahn across 
the ‘Tower. Wood pavin’s gripped the Tunnle, Vaux’all 
Bridge is bein’ rebuilt, an’ Battersea’s my only ’ope.” Then 
is feclin’s was too strong, an’ the barman ‘elped ‘im inter the 
street, 

“Pore young man,” sez a voice at my elber, “’E’s got 
Lor!” sez hi, shiverin’.” ‘ Yes,” sez the voice, 


ee 


eibration.” 


“Well,” sez ’e, “they're repavin’ Blackfriars. 


—— 
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“hit’s the same at ev'ry pub from Nottin’ Ill to Bank. No 
sooner do yer sit dahn an’ get comferterble, than yer ketches 
vibration whot is in all the papers. Hit’s the ’lectric railway 
whot his four ’undred feet below, and hi thinks the lor ought 
ter stop hit an’ end this ’ere vibration whot is roonin’ the 
British nashin’.” 

“Lor!” sez hi, an’ flees instanter. 

Now hi walks, an’ turns, an’ twists, an’ dodges, until a, 
reaches the Strand. Has hi ’urries along, a p’licemen stops me 
and sez: “ Where’s your light?” “ Light?” sez hi, innercent 
like. “Why,” sez ’e, “aint you a four-wheeled vehickle, an’ 
‘as sich confirmable ter the rooles an’ orders o’ the Cawnty 
Cawncil!” “No,” sez hi, my temper risin’ like a copper lid 
when the water biles, “hi aint a four-wheeled vehickle, but a 
three-wheeled pram.” 

“Oh!” sez ’e. “Yerre an ’orker an’ as sich forbid. 
Yer’re one o’ those feroshious ’orkers whot ’aunt the Strand.” 

So ’e runs me hin, an’ nex’ day hi stand afore the beak, 
“Why,” sez hi, “hi were only wheelin’ three shirts, two pair 
0’ sox, ’arf-a-dozin’ collers, an’ the bill to a lor gennulmun 
whot lives in the Temple.” 

Suddingly an’ quick like, the magustrite ’olds up ’is finger 
an’ ’as the cawrt cleared. “This is a privit case,” sez ’e, 
“which hi will ’ear in a camerer. Womin!” sez ’e, stern-like, 
“hon your hoath, whot were in the parcil?” 

“Three shirts, two pair o’ sox, ’arf-a-dozin collers, an’ the 
bill,” sez hi. 

‘“’Ad the sox a ’ole in the ’eel ?” sez ’e. 

“ My lord,” hi sez, “hit were so.” 

“Crate ’eving,” sez the magustrite. “My own washin’, 
whot hi ave waited this ten long week for. Good womin !” 
continoos ’e, joodicously, “the streets are prime for fox-untin’ 
an’ steeple-chasin’, but they was never hintended for vehikular 
trattik, let alone my washin’. Use the toobe, or, hif you aint 
partial ter the noo-fangled luxuries 0’ a hefferminite hage go 
dahn the Metrypolintin. Now, let me ’ave one o’ the art- 
dozin collers, an’ arst the Warrint Horficer to send me 
hup a pin.” 

The which sayin’ ’e dismist me from the Cawrt with ‘igh 
enconymums hon my larnderin’, an’ my charicter were left «as 
spectless as a shirt fresh ome from hits weekly wash. 
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MULTIPLICATION Is VEXATION 
DIVISION IS AS BAD 


a 
ws 
| ‘ 


| 

















é 
Wild 

















HC SancYy 
mic OAM 





THE RULE or THREE IT PUZZLES Mg, 
AND PRACTICE DRIVES ME Map. 
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